FIRST MAGAZINE OF ILLUSTKATED HORROR 



Extra-Special Issue 

Featuring 9 great big stories 

of illustrated terror 

and jantastte suspense!! 



AN EDITORIAL 
TO 



THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES 



AND ALL THE 



MEMBERS OF CONGRESS 



—ON BEHALF OF OUR READERS, 
MOST OF WHOM ARE FROM 10 TO 18 YEARS OLD.. 



WE are a magazine publishing 
company that is in business tti 
enlerlain and enlighten our audi- 
ence. We don'l publish politically- 
oriented magazines (3 of our titles 
are comics-format), but we do get 
involved in the serious issues of our 
times, 

BOTH this company and our 
young readers have felt for 
some time now that our country is in 
deep trouble. Our first personal taste 
of this trouble occurred in 1965 
when we came out with BLAZING 
COMBAT Magazine. Blazing Com- 
bat was a comic book that grimly 
pointed out that war is hell, and in- 

human— and 

iheglam- 



niiitter often 
depicted in 



Goodwin 

wrote some 
of the finest 




-UNPATKIOTIC?" 



comics form. 
It was a publication we were 
proud of. Yet, Blazing Combat was 
a failure on the newsstands, it 
lasted 4 issues. 



Ws, 



of the people involved in the sales 
and distribution of our product 
didn't like the attilude we took on 
Viet Nam. Back in 1965 it was con- 
sidered, by most, extremely unpatri- 
otic not to support our country's 
position. We received complaints 



along about our second issue. We 
ignored them, but could not ignore 
the economic effect of losing thou- 
sands of dollars each issue. We 
ceased publication. 



w.-i>f.mv^,.:ma^zrrrm 




••MOSf IMPORTAI 



important than advertising 
e) — and deserves exposure in 
our pages. 

iw we must again speak out. 
concerning that most urgent 
-our involvement in Southeast 



WE were angry — that a maga- 
zine we thought deserved to 
live^ — had died, possibly because it 
proclaimed a message that said 
"War is hell — and the Viet Nam 
war is not only hell, it's absolute in- 
sanity for our country," And so 
Blazing Combat went quietly out of 
business. 

STFLL another involvement for us 
is the running of our Anti-Cig- 
arette Smoking ad, 

CREATED at our own expense, this 
half -page Comics -For mat ad 
■■EASY WAY TO A TUFF SURF- 
BOARD!" (written by Archie 
Goodwin, drawn by Frank 
Frazetta) has been running in all 
Warren Magazines for the past 5 
summers. It's not the kind of ad 
you'll see in any other publication in 
America. It doesn't help sell our 
magazines, but we run it because we 
believe the message is important 



N' 



WE realize that only you, Mr. 
President, can end this war — 
the longest and costliest war in our 
history. Failing this, only You — 
the Members of Congress — can slop 
the President from continuing a war 
that is taking the lives and hmbs of 
our youth, soiling our national con- 
science, and splitting this country 
down the middle. 

MOST of us readers are under 
21 , We can't vote — yet. But 
we don'l have to be 21 to die in a 
war that was a mistake to begin with. 
That's why we are angry with you 
adults, Mr. President and Members 
of Congress. You adults have let this 
drag on for half of our lives. We've 
tried to lell you this in our demon- 
strations. We tried to tell you this at 
Kent State. Were you listening? 

PERHAPS you don't listen because 
you think we're children. You 
may even think it strange or odd 
that words like these appear in a 
magazine such as this. But we're 
deadly serious about what we're now 
saying. 



o something about i 



NOW. 



:fore another human life is 
wasted — give us PEACE, 

James Warren, 

President 

WARREN PUBLISHING CO. 
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CONTENTS 

TOUBB CUSTOHSIIS 

Gangster Snake-eyes LaTerra finds a 
victim who won't scare ... But YOU 
may at this tale's convulsive cli 

LEGEND IN GOLD 

Physiuisi and wizard si'an; 
tiundish Philosophers" Stone 

SI FOLLY WANT A WIZARD? 

A magician, his apprentice, and a sin- 
ister scheme to turn lead into gold with \ K 
irdry 19 

ARMY OF TEE 
WALKING DEAD 

The insidious skills of a Nazi 
produce a legion of Zombie w; 

CREEFY FAN CLUE 

S^Hiok spollighl is on contributor. Ken JH 
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3 CO. NOTHING H 




A hero challenges horror in this searing 9 A 
saga of sword and sorcery w ■ 



What would YOU do if it se«med your 
best friend and business partner were 
out to MURDER you ... ? Hopefully AH 
not what Jim Smith does! ill 

THE DRUID'S CURSE 

Even amid Rome s mighty army a leg- 
ionaire cannot escape the stalking un- AfJ 
known • I 

GUNSHDEE CEARLIE 



Is Winston Tig guilty or irmocent of thi 
most henous of crimes? Don't judge un 
til the evidence is fully assembled 




i was extremely nappy to 
see Reed Crandall's work ap- 
pear in CREEPY after such a 
long time. The story. "Blue 
Mum Day," by R. Michael 
Rosen, was very well done. But 
why the nude woman in the 
background of the second 
panel on page 207 1 hope you 
get some of your artists back 
on the job. and you seem to 
be doing so. what with Cran- 
dall this issue and Frazetta and 
Neal Adams in issue *32. Now 
all you need is Archie Goodwin 
back. About your other artists. 
David StClair. Billy Graham 
and Jack Sparling are your 
best "regi 



fans 



vish 



of 



Crandall, Adams, Morrow, 
Colon and Grandenetti like we 
used to. 

The cover on "33 was mag- 
nificent, but should never have 
been bordered. Pat Boyette is 
good. 

The Frazetta-coverand VAM- 
PIRELLA posters everyone 
seems to be mentioning are 
certainly good ideas. When are 
you guys going to decide that 
they're profitable ideas? 

RANDY PALMER 

->, Arlington. Va. 

^*' Archie Goodwin is back. 
Randy, and he's even writing 
a ZS-page special story for 



^^ Stay away from Science Fiction ^^ 






the r 



popular comics magazines 
have started to deal with real 
social Issues. They fight dis- 
crimination and the military. 
They get involved in slum prob- 

One of the greatest causes 
of all is the ftghl against pol- 
lution, and it's one none of 
the great superheroes have 
taken on, t think you and that 
sawed-off runt Cousin Eerie 
could do a lot to fight that 



good fight. Stop littering the 

landscape with dead bodies. 

And Stop spilling all that blood, 

ANN MARIE RETT 

New York, N.Y. 



^'o 



or Uncle Creepy has 
given special consideration to 
your request since last week, 
when he found a 3-inch layer 
of tar & smog residues on his 
family crypt. Not to mention 
his family! Hopping into a tub 
In attempt to wash the grime 



& soot from his hide, he was 
irked to find detergent soap 
bubbles spilling from a faucet 
that heretofore poured forth 
pure, fresh, clean blood. 
OrUncle Creepy is now IN- 
CENSED! 

The Machinations of Mon- 
sterdom are now grinding . . . 
so watch for socially pointed 
stories from our socially point- 
ed heads in future issues of 
CREEPY, EERIE and VAMPI- 
RELLA. 




Vampirella #8. cover by Ken 
Kelly and interiors by Tom 
Sutton. Nifty ol* Neal Adams 
may even appear in that issue, 
too. As for Jerry Grandenetti, 
who ever told you he left? 
Don't tell him he left, or he'll 
demand a special homecoming 
party. And if he does, we'll 
send the bill to you cause you 
were the one who imagined he 
went away in the first place. 
I usually get my Warren 
Mags at the corner grocery and 
when I'm there, I usually take 
a look at the "cheap" horror 
mags — just to see if they've 
gotten any worse. Well, they 
have. I already knew that they 
had jumped from 35c to 50c 
and that most of their material 
is reprinted stuff. Now. I think 
they've gotten as bad as they 
possibly can get. They've ac- 
tually gone and reprinted a 
tront cover! 



J really flipped over your is- 
ue #33. It was great. Is Vam- 
lirella related to you? Is she 
our niece? I'm pretty sure I 
ead that somewhere? 

JACK AGUGLIARO 
Niagra Falls, N.Y. 



^. 



IS YOUR NEWSSTAND WITH IT? 



If you can't find CREEPY or EERIE or VAMPIRELLA on your 
favorite newsstand, here's something you can do at>out it. 
Just fill out this coupon to let us know where that backward 
newsstand is. We'll see that they get with it. 



: Thit rtore nwdi (chKli one) CREEPY C KRIE L: VAMPIRttU D: 



• Slore'i 

• Stort'l 






: Mail 



related, yes. But 
we'd rather not talk about it, if 
you don't mind. 



Lately, I have l«en obser- 
vant of a steady downfall in 
your tales. You seem to be 
taking the road toward science 
fiction. Recently I purchased 
CREEPY ^'SS and EERIE *27. 
First I began reading CREEPY 
and on the very first page of 
stories was a yarn called "One 
Too Many," a science fiction 
story. 

Then in EERIE, on page 29, 
what do I see? "The Machine 
God's Slave," Another science 
fiction story. And no sooner do 
I finish that, but you give 
me another: "Swallowed in 
Space." 

To put it bluntly. This stuff 



"*^ Some of our readers say 
they like horror stories with 
a science fiction twist, and SF 
does give us a chance for a 
little variety. 

Maybe you've just had "one 

Perhaps our readers could 
write in and we could poll re- 
sponse for and against sci- 



ence-fiction. 01' Uncle Creepy 
isn't saying that this response 
will particularly mean anything 
to ye olde editorial staff, but 
at least it will give us fuel for 
the long, cold, winter. 

The cover of your issue #33 
was just great! Pat Boyetle and 
Tom Sutton are very good ar- 
tists. I've collected horror mag- 
azines for years, but the 
CREEPYS I have are the best, 
I have a tew EERIES, but 
they're horrible. 

JAY GILBERT 
Shively, Ky. 



I've been a CREEPY fan 
since issue =*! and a couple 
of friends and I started the 
first CREEPY Fan Club shortly 
after that first issue went on 
sale. We got a letter of recog- 
nition from Uncle Creepy and 
all sorts of weird things. 

I'd like to make a plea that 
you make the covers of your 
magazines available as pinups. 
Warren fans could just buy 
the magazines and tear off the 
covers. But it gets expensive 
to have to buy two copies of 
each one so we have one to 
read and another for the cover. 

Also, any OAF who would 
destroy an issue of CREEPY 
ought to be drawn and quar- 

It has come to my attention 
via sayings, rumors and evil 
premonitions that you obtain 
your stories by artists submit- 
ting their work. I'd appreciate 
complete information on this 
subject such as size, media, 
type of paper, rules, money, 
minimum age of artists, 



*^ I have a few EERIES, but they're horrible! ^^ 



whether there are Federal 
rules, etc. I inquire about this 
because I would rather like to 
have work in your magazine 
and I don't mean on the Fan 
Club oaee. 

KENNETH HUDDLE ' 
Louisvilte, Ky. 

^As an age-old fan, I'm 
sure you've noticed that most 
of our stories are written by 
one person and drawn by an- 
other. In nearly every case, 
both are professionals who 
have decided to make art and 
writing their life work. 

An artist who wants to do 
a story for this or any other 
magazine usually submits sam- 

Kles of his work and some 
ackground about himself In- 
cluding his training and work 
experience. 

The work must reduce to 
exactly 10" deep and 7" wide 
on each page. The t>est results 
are often to be had with pen 
and brush and ink on bristol- 
board drawing paper. Avail- 
able In any art store. An ar- 
tist's samples must be neat & 
clean, and must evidence that 
he can draw for mechanical 
reproduction. 

Once he has been accepted. 
the editor assigns a story to 
him. 

Age isn't important, but ex- 
perience ts. To get that experi- 
ence, draw as much as possi- 
ble — for local and school 
newspapers, yearbooks, class 
projects. Try to get your work 
printed as much as you can. 

After High School, if your 
interest is still strong, enroll 
in a good art school. Your 
guidance counsellor can help 
you select one. After that, go 
to work in an art studio, or for 
an advertising agency. Every 
bit of experience is important. 

Once you feel you're ready 
— and it fakes a long time- 
submit printed samples of 
your work to the editors of our 
magazines. Send your work to 
fanzines, and to our own Fan 
Club pages. It's a step you'd 
like to skip, but a good way to 
see how your work looks on a 
printed page. 

In art, as in everything else, 
work is the important thing. Be 
prepared to work for a long 
time without any recognition. 
Even without much pay. Most 
importantly, take the advice of 
teachers. They may not know 
much about illustrating a hor- 
ror magazine, but you'll be 
surprised at the number of 
things they do know. 

Becoming a published illus- 
trator is very much like getting 
into show business. For every 
one who makes it, there are 
hundreds who honestly feel 
they could do better. They may 
be right. But proving it isn't 
easy. 




think you and your mag- 
E are the greatest. I don't 
V what's the matter with 
these other freaky wierdos who 
complain about little things 
like where animals come from, 
or which words are spelled 
wrong. I would like to see any 
of them do half as well as you 
do. To come out with so many 
great new stones every other 
month. 

I have just read your issue 
#33 and I really liked "Boxed 
In." I would like to get your 



/far 



back issues, but 
a little low on money. 
,^ ROBEirr PHILLIPS 

a..' Westfield, N.Y. 

>Si' Back when I was young. 
Bob, kids used to trade comic 
books back and forth among 
themselves. Since this no ordi- 
nary comic, it would be worth 
several regular books in a 
trade. But it's a way of picking 
up back issues when you're 
short on money. Gives you a 
great chance to meet new 
people, too. 



It was Monday, a school 
day. My mother said she was 
not going to be home, so I had 
to eat in the restaurant next 
door. While the food was cook- 
ing. I went to look at the mag- 
azines and I found an issue of 
CREEPY. By the time the food 
came, I was fmished reading 
it. I looked at my food, and 
remembered that last page I 
had seen in the magazine. 
Then I was too sick to eat. 

BELLA RUDN1CK 
Chicago, III, 

^ We've heard from people 
who say we take their breath 
away, but your complaint is a 
first. Maybe we should sell 
some of our stuff to WEIGHT- 
WATCHERS Magazine. 



BIB CH&NGB 

— to meet new people 
and share their ideas. 
Rush your raucous re- 
sponses to: 

DEAR UNCLE CREEPY 
22 East 42d Street 
New York, N.Y, 10017 
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6 Issues $3.00 



VAMPtBaiA rAMOUS MONSTERS 

6 inuas W-OO D 12 Iwuw J 6.00 



NAME 
CITY . 



J5.00 D 12 Issues J5.00 D 24 Imes 
ISSUE SUBSCRIPTtON TO 



..ADDRESS . 
..STATE .. 



. (10.00 
MAGAZINE 




The LIFE BLOOD of any COLLECTION! 




YOU MIGHT HAVE CREEPVS AND EERIES PILED TO 
THE CEILING! YOU MIGHT EVEN HAVE THE ISSUE 
NUMBER ONE OF THE GYPSY GAZETTE! BUT YOUR 
COLLECTION ISN'T COMPLETE AT ALL WITHOUT 
EVERY ISSUE OF VAMPIRELLA! 
GET WITH IT! GET THE EARLY ISSUES NOW, WHILE 
IT'S STILL EASY! JUST MAIL THIS COUPON , - . . 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!! 



Wirren PuUiihing Co. 
P.O. Bo> 5987. 
Grand Central Station 
N«w York, N.V. 10017 



Hulk thli grtftr lor ma riftil raiyl 
MIME 



1 Indlcitad. Pluie j 



-„«H«"» 




ART BY TOM SUTTON/STORY BY R. MICHAEL ROSEN 



Y/1 HtT HIM SflsrtY MAPO.' 
VA DIDN'T /</lL THE 
o.*-i.;;,p|[)'jA? 




^^SlM0Mi^'^' 








BOTiT'ar/SWf.Bo^. 

TTjgy WENT IN, Bur 



NEVER •^NOoNE'seeeNiNroR 



7 /MUST I RBACVe {« 

1 yojASiDiP 






N/IILS HASN'T CALLED IN SO 
M£ lAaST'ye BOTCHED THg 
dOBTOO.' THieieMP,' 





f^Jv^fMEJ FRANKUY I THIMK SAMS SOT A LOTOF NERVe CHARSING 
Vy/.%)((?r^ TifiS ^S^j )^„4^: ''''i'iV^.'ii'S^:'=^^s iS TOUGH/ BUT IF ALL ^ 



im 



THIS IS TED HARD TO SMUtOly, WW NOT/MOVE ON TD My NEXT /^ffi^TV TALg? 



D 




7heS£ M£N OFreH ACHieVBO GRE/KT THINS3 WfTHOLrr 
KNOV^ING -THE RBAL REASON M/HV... 



IM&TEAP ATTRlBLfriMG THE RBSULXS 
-TO THB!R MAGIC. . 




SOfAE SAY THAT ONE AiCHEM/ST QIO FINP> 
THE PHILOSOPHEI^ STONE' 



BUT SO/AETHINe MUST HAVE HAPPENEP' 
TO H/M ANC THE STONE FOR THE SECRET 
MAS &£EN LOST TO '^^ ■f'^^f, ' 




ART BY ROGER BRAND/STORY BY R. MICHAEL ROSEN 



Hey, poff7VNW£KS.' now that our. pulsating prologue has F/LL£PV0U /N 

ON THE PHILOSOPHERS STONE, -JOIN US POR A DEV/CISH P/PPEKENT GOLD 
KUSH THAT W/LL LEAP' VOL/ TO THE... 

LEGEND IN COLD 



/ z#:«»te.\x m 



'NATIONAL WlZARP^'^a 
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^Hl^tf 


SSI \1 
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l^Jm^^ 
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^ 
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1 




^ 




^ ...BUT THE STONE rTSeLF>|t 

' A\usT STILL ffx/sr/ 1 li 

BELIEVE (T CAN BE V 
F=OUNP AND r INTEMP ■ 
TO TPy, I'LL AN\K£ A ~ 
FUf^THER. EFFORT AT 

OLIR CONVEMTtON / 
NEXT YEAR.' J 
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^ 




r^fc\ 










^r mv mame is 




aurre \ 


■ richarp lewis... 




SERIOUS.' \ 


■ ARE YOU 




I'A\ 


■ SERIOUS ABOUT 




coNviiJcep 


1 SEEKihJS -me, 




I CAM 


\ PHILOSOPHERS , 




TRACK 


V STofie? A 




",.„ L 




J I AM ALSO Qurre close, aftbr. vears of 

f HUMTIN©. BUT I DON'T BELIEVE IN MA<5IC. I'M 
J f<\!i ATOMIC FHVSICISTf-iV? I'M SURE "mE 
STONE IS A FORM OF RADIOACTIVB ISOTOPE.' 
PERHAPS AN ALCHEMIST CREATEP IT UNKNOVs'- 
INStV AND THEM FELL VICTIM TCi IT,. 
PERHAPS IT VJAS ^M£TEOR/TS' 




r 


\ / " 




\ / 1 PROPOSE WE 


W/ELCOME 


W SET STAKlEPAS 


SUCH 


SOON AS POS- 


SCIEi^lFlC/[ siSLE.'lLOST-nHEl 


HELP.' 


/ \ TRAIL OF THE 


^M^ 


/"^STOME IN HAMBURG 


SEKMANrV...BLrr IT 


SS^^H 


SHOULDfJT BE TOO 


i 


HARD TO PICK UP/ 






I>- 


^ 


faoOfiA OF eUSTAV 7WE WARLOCK .'^^^ £H 
BLTTAl-LI COULD FIMP WAS A S^r 1 
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Piece OF PAPER HIDPEfJ BEHINP m0^ 
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fi. innfSP nmrhf it v^as i^Sl^'r^ 
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hp^_ ^jfeJH^^;;^^ 


Irff^h''^ 
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K^^^^S^ M 
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jHi^flr*^^5 
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'^^^^ 


^P GOOD THINS you JOINEP ^ 
V FORCES WrTH/V\e-'THIS IS Twe T^ 

■ SECRET WRmHS OF ALL ALCHEM- 1 
1 iSrS AND AWiSICUSjslS,' FROM MV | 
L^STUPJES r CAW TRAMSLATE. fT J 




THERE IT IS.' THE CAVE Y BCTTEe TAKE IT 
WHERE SUSTAV HIP THE FA&-/ SLJ0WLV.'A^y<Se1SeK- 
UU)US PHILOSOPHERS STOUe / COUNTER rNdCOTTES 

CEhraJRlES AGO/ ^ ^ /A-.RKEP RAPIOAC- 

" TlVnVEAWtJATING 
FROM THE CAVE' 





ART BY ERNIE COLON/STORY BY HOWARD WALDROP 



I KeMeMSeK,,.IT WASSNOWINS, 
HK.e TONlGtJT- ANP-THEEE 
WeREN'T krtANV FEOPLe 

iM -ri-*e TMeArTRE — 

I WAS WATCHIMG 

-rue Ac-rs 
-rue ewr-' 
WAS A 

Niew 
ONE- 




"fllANy 9TR4NGE AMD HORRIFyiNS IMCI''ENreiilt''S„*l^^^ r?' 
^T THE STRANGEST, MOST FRIGMTENINS 'NCIDENT Of VVORLO 
WAR 31 HAS >-ET To BE TOLR THE STORV OF NAZI SCIENTIST, 
MAJOR SPORICH ANP HIS. 



lY 9P THE 




ART BY SYD SHORES/STORY BY R. MICHAEL ROSEN 




15 HE WITHOUT RESPECT 
FOR ft\y IMPORTANCE TO THE 
REICH... MY eeNERAL'S 
UNIFORM?.' A BRUTE LIKE 
THIS IVHO OB£yS Af/y OftQ^R. 

COULD BASILVi ■ ' 

BE TURNED / HAVE NO 
AGAINST US /FEAR-.THESE 
BV THE /FINE SOLPJEKS 
ENEMY/ yCANRESPONP 




YOUR 

PEAftONSTRATION 
CONVINCES WE/ 
HERR POCTOR/ 
YOUR ZOMBIES 
CAN DO ALL VOU 
CLAIWEO/ THEIR 
COUNTER-ATTACK 
WILL CRUSH THE 
ENEMY FRONT- 
EUROPE SHALL 0£i 
W-WA6AIN.' HOWj 
FAST CAN YOU 
PRODUCE THEM, 



SIMPLE, MY 
FUHREf?,,, 
I NEEP ONLY 
A STEAPy 
SUPPLY OF 
BOPJES OF 
OUR FALLEN 
SOLDIERS/ 



ANP SO SPORICH CREATED AN 
ARMY OF TWf >K4ZAVAt7 
OCAO, WHICH WAS SOON 
TRANSPORTED TO THE FRONT 

■ LINES.. 




THE MOi/» IS AT HAMff. 

THIS FOG HAS GPOUNPEP 
THEALLIEP PLANES.' WE" 
SMALL SURPRISE THEM 
AND SWEEP ALL SEPOPE 
US! 



SOt.£>*e^S A//& t¥eAPOffS ) 




/keep trying/ everv 
minute lost takes 
the 20/mbies farther 
into the batheklanr' 

anp we must. 

COOK oi/r/ 






r AM SURROUNPEP BY /^COmf^Tef^TS* 

OUR OWN FORCES ARE TURNING BACK. UPON 
US/ NOW MAJOR SPORICH HAS PISAPPE AREP/^ 
FINP HIM, OR yO£/PAy \ '" 

w/Tf/ yot/ji £/yes/ '- 



OUR ATTACK 15 COMPLETELY STOPPBO! THOUSANDS 
OF OUR MEN HAVE BEEN KILLED B/ THE ZO MBIES/ 
WE HAVE NO PEFEN6E/ 
THE MONSTERS WILL 






If you're reading this in 
North America, you'll under- 
stand our claim that we'ue un- 
earthed a real, Nue alien artist. 
Our readers in Europe 
exactly agree, because tnis ar 
tjst is actually one of them. Bui 

lund 22 East 42d Street, 
they call him . . . 

KEN BARR: 
THE ALIEN 

Ken IS a recent "invader" 
from the murky Shores of farr- 
oH Scotland. He looks lihe one 
of us, but there are those in 
New York *ho think he talKs 

Ken doesn't get to the city 
very often. We keep him caged 
in a studio in Teaneck, New 
Jersey, He has an interpreter 
to help him understand the 
scripts — his wife, Katherine, a 
native-born American. 

Ken Is Scottish, but his 
background was confused right 
from the start. He was born on 
an Irish holiday — St. Palnck's 
Day— in 1933 in Glasgow. 

At the age of ten, he won 
first priie in the Green rock 
(Renfrewshire, Scotland) 
School competition, in support 
of the British war effort. His 



KEN BARR — SCOTTISH LAD MAKES GOOD 



War, 

Ken spent the traditional 
British six-year apprenticeship 
as a poster writer in his home 
town. Between assignments, 
he snitched the company's 
paper and paint to make giant 
poster-size drawings of Tarian 
as originally interpreted by 
Burne Hogarth. He was already 
sold on the comics. And 
through him, so were the other 
apprentices. 

At 18, Ken joined the Brit- 
ish Army's Royal Signal 
Corps. But a narrow twist of 
fate, he just missed being sent 
off for combat duty in Korea 
and was assigned to the Mid- 
dle East instead. A year later, 
at 19, he became one of the 
youngest Sergeants in the 
British Army. 



After two years as a coding 
expert, he was discharged and 
headed for the bright lights of 
London and a checkered art 
career that included a stint 
with the famous J. Arthur Rank 
Mouie Organization. 

Returning to Scotland in the 
mid 1950's, Ken went to work 
with D. C, Thompson, one of 
Bntain's largest publishers. He 
didn't leave Thompson until he 
married Katherine and fulfilled 
a lifelong dream of emigrating' 
to the United States, 

During his years with D. C. 
Thompson, Kent became a 
specialist in World War II com- 
bat Illustration, both in black- 
andwhde line art and in color 
paintings. He is an expert on 
tighter aircraft of the period, 
and is happiest lost in a rag- 
ing dogfight. 

Between assignments at 



Thompson's, Ken also found 
time to do c 

art for a Bntish science ficti 
magazine, NEBULA, which c 

by well-k 
thors like Bob Silverherg and 
Arthur C. Clarke. 

In the short time he's been 
in America, Ken has done a 
great deal of work for D. C. 
Comics (no relation to D. C. 
Thompson, by the way.), and 
for leading paperback pub- 
lishers. "I look forward to 
working on CREEPY, EERIE 
VAMPIRELLA," he says. "Brit- 



has 






(Who does?) 

Ken keeps physically fit. He 

holds a brown belt in Judo. In 

any other spare time, he liuilds 

oulsized radio-controlled mod- 

His highly-detailed art style 
has been influenced by Hal 
Foster and Alex Raymond. And 
by his long-time idol, Burne 
Hogarth, He also greatly ad- 
mires jacket illustrators like 
Frank McCarthy and James 

ike to do illustrations 
alive and full of action 
and excitement. I like eye- 
catching detail, too, I like the 
reader to really get his money's 



that a 



Walch h 






I promise 




FRANK FRAZETTA'S Creati 



BRADLEY BURKE, of Mem- 
phis, Tenn., was so inspired by 
ROCKGOD, in issue ''32, he 
wrote a poem about it, and 
dedicated it to Frank Frazetta. 
Harlan Ellison and Neal 
Adams. Oddly enough, he calls 

ROCK GOO 

by Bradley Burke 

The Rock god stood 

before mankind. 
Power he had 

He was worshipped 

long years ago, 
By those he needed 

to help him grow. 
He needed sleep 

for eras on. 
But then (he time 

would not be long. 
Up he arose 

out of the ground. 
The time had come 

up from a mound. 



now a new life, 
A shape came forth 

ending all strife. 
People consumed 

End of humans 

the life to dim. 
Rocligod did grow 

the world did shrini 
Life would soon go 

left on the brink. 
All there was left 

was Rockgod alone. 
The world in him 

left not a bone. 
What would he do 



Sea re 



)und, 
I the planets 



iorbrr 



From one planet 
to find more food. 

Travel he must 

changing his mood 



Never 



luld 11 




NEAL ADAMS' Rendering 



JESSICA CLERK, of New York 
City, says she stayed up all 
night to write this story. It 
could have been something 
she ate. Or the traffic. But she 
says it was none of those. She 
blames it on . . . 

THE LITTERED TRASH- 
CAN OF HUMANITY, or 
THE CONTINUING 
STORY OF WILLIAM AND 
DOLORES 
by Jessica Clerk 

It was a dark and stormy 
night. William squared his 
shoulders and ga^ed through 
the littered trashcan of human 
ity. It was cold, and he won- 
dered how he was going to get 
inside. Suddenly, he saw her. 

Lit from behir\d as she was, 
her hair formed a dark halo. 
Her dress was torn. The m 
stant he saw her. he fell in love 
with her. She was beautiful. 
Too beautiful for him. His 
meaningless life would be all 
the more meaningless without 
her. He must have her. 

"She must needs be mine." 
he thought. But was he, a bum, 
good enough for her? Sud- 
denly, a new thought illumin- 
nated his mind. "We are all in 
this gutter, but some of us are 
looking toward the stars." 
How beautiful. 

"Marry me?" he said as he 
approached her. 

"What is this I'm feeling?" 
The thought ran insanely 
around — rather than in — her 
mind, "Why do 1 feel so 
strangely compelled to throw 
myself at his feet?" Could it 
be that he was making a go 
lor her succulent flesh? She 
pondered these thoughts in 
her small, but perky, brain. 



while outside a tempest raged. 

"Cynthia!" he cried as he 
rushed toward her. 

"The name's Dolores," she 
said tcily. 

■■What does that matter?" 
William spoke. "A rose is but 
a name to smell so sweet." 
That didn't quite tinkle riRht 
in his cybernetic senses. But 
what of It? He was no eHele, 
Besides, the world nor she 
would never know. "Dolores, 
then," he said in an amatory 
tone. There his thoughts ran 
dry and his throat grew 
parched as he waited for her 
to mumble an appropriate re- 
ply. He waited a long time, 

"William?" At this point her 
thoughts ran dry. too. So, as 
Electra ran about the walls of 
Troy, she started running 
around a nearby table in hopes 
of giving him an idea. It didn't 

"Dolores," he began again 

"Yes, William?" she said. 

"Call me Winifred," he said 
as he crushed his fervent lips 
to hers, 

"Oh, Winifred." she mur- 
med, (She wasn't as dumb as 
she looked.) 

"Marry me." he whispered 
as he kissed her ear. 

"Oh, yes, Winifred," she 
squealed with pure delight. 
(Meanwhile the storm raged 
all about them.) 

Suddenly, a huge bulk was 
framed in the doorway, A 
sound of heavy breathing fol- 
lowed. "If is my stepfather." 
quivered the young and beau- 
tiful girl. "He's drunk. He 
hates me. He'll kill me. He'll 
brutalize me , . , the brute," 
she added as an afterthought. 

"Fear not, fair Dolores." 
cried William, But in his own 




-and that al- 



'NO GARDEN VARIETY OF DRUNKEN STEP-FATHER" 
Sketch by Winsor McNemo, Clevsland, Ohio 

mner mind, he could not be- On the right lay Dolores, 
lieve his words of comfort. He fainting continually — the doc- 
had some odd premonition of tor had warned her about this, 
danger. For he sensed that this but this was clearly no time 
was no ordinary garden- variety at all for halt-measures. On the 
mean and drunken stepfather, left lurked her hairy step- 
There was something inordi- father, anticipating the lunge, 
nately evil in his mein. To in- His heavy, panting breath 
vestigate further, he threw a formed an impenetrable cloak 
lighted candle at the man's about him, which i 
countenance. In the thin, their right r. 
flickering light, he perceived most included Willi, 
that this man's face was cov- want to penetrate. North and 
ered over with hair. South were the walls of the al- 

Then, with an alacrity ley. Hither & yon were flung 

scarcely to be credited, all the the tattered remains of the 

facts fell into place: hairy step-father. 

It was a dark and stormy step-farther or twc 

night. The tempest raged all "Oh, my dearest, you have 

about them. This guy's face shredded him m your teeth!" 

was fantastically covered with exclaimed Dolores, 

hair. Something, or someone, "My darling!" pantet 

was amiss. William/Winnifred, "I have i 

William gathered all the confession to make— I am i 

powers at his call, recall and very long-toothed Vampire, 

summons. He concentrated a 

his brain on a single thought: three daysV 

Save Dolores. So Dolore 



n't had : 



TED DASEN, of East Lansing, 
Mich., sent us this little anti- 
war epic. It's a creepy one 
called . . . 



The sound Is close. The 
sound IS near. TATATATUM... 
TATATATATUM! The sound of 
the drummer's drum, poetic, 
beautiful, enchanting. Yet to us 
it is an insane sound. It is the 
beat of death. It is surely an 
insane rhythm. How very true. 



For that is what each and every 
one of us patriotic fools march 
to. A brain-washing, insane 
rhythm. 

It's coming. Slowly. I can 
sense it. The fog lingers slowly 
off the morning dew and with 
each throbbing footstep, I hear 
and behold the sound of end 
less gunfire . , . cries of pain 
. . , booming cannon. Men are 
tumbling into the earth's crust, 
fighting their last fight. And 
yes. Yes, the drum. It's com- 
ing. It's getting closet. With 
each beat, death grows nearer. 

Why do we march? Why do 



we walk to these ungodly 
hands of death? Who knows? I 
have my reasons. The poor 
soul next to me has his rea- 
sons. And, oT course, the 



It i: 



:olur 



Time that we all 
in our perfectly 
Tins lor the last 



Where do we march? We 
narch into battle. We march 
o our death! 

The year? 1776. 

Who am I? 1 am a hero. I 
im a fool. I am a British 
loldier. 



HEY GANG! WANT TO JOIN THE CREEPY FAN CLUB? 

/i^^4^\ Get your numbered member- 




'^c^ 



CREEPY FAN CLUB 
22 East 42nd Street 
New York, N.V. 10017 



LISANNE HARDEN, of Paw- 
huska, Okla., says she doesn't 

know whether to call this a 
poem or a story. Whatever it 
is. she calls it . . . 
THE REUNION 
by Lisanne Marden 

I awoke. Even though in a 
da:ed condition, I realized I 
was cold. Cold and tired. All I 
can remember is that the sik- 
ness and pain I had felt was 



I felt I 



luld r 



again. I walked down the long 
dark corridor of death. I felt I 
was being watched, I turned 
and saw the glowing eyes of 
my long-lost love shining upon 
my face. As we Joined in the 
long lost greeting, the Children 
of Darkness howled with joy. 
^"cr now we would be together, 
own Children of 



Dark 



PROVE TO US 



CREEPY FAN CLUB 
22 East 42d Street 
N«w York, N.Y. 10017 



FOLLOW ME, FELLOW FANTASY FAN5, TO A LAND WHERE BRIGHT SWORDS ) 
CLASH WITH DARK SORCERY AND THE FEARSOME J^INGER OF FATE WRITES 
I MESSAGE IN BLOOD THROUGH THE ENCHANTED /V\ACE OF A CHAP KNOWN AS... i 




ART AND STORY BY BILL STILLWELL 



A WHISPERED SONG THAT /rtAPE /ViUSlC OF HIS WAM6 
CARESSED HI5 SLUMBERING M\HD TO WAKEFULNESS. THE 
ELDRICHT RADIANCE OF A SILVER MOON FLOODED HI5 
CHAMBER WITH ENCHANTyWENT... ANP THEN, HE SAW HER 
...AS BEAUTIFUL AS ONLY A DREAM COULD 
BE. ..TOO PERFECTLY FEMALE TO BE 
SUBSTANTIAL. BUT HE DID NCfT PAUSE 
TO THINK OR QUESTION. HE ONLY FELT 
THAT HE //AP TO HAVE HER. . . AT ANY 
COST./ BUT THOUGH THAT FIRST KISS 
WAS S0UL-SEARIN6LY 5WEET, IT WAS 
I /MERELY A PRELUDE TOAGOMIES BEYOND 
/ I HUMAN KEN. THEY EMBRACED, AND THEN, THE 
[ DARKNESS CLOSED OVER Hl/W AND HE HEARD A 

. _. "^ IT- \OICE.. 

...SHERA... AND HE KNEW, THEN, THAT HE WAS 
LOST. FOR SHE WAS A JINN, A SPIRIT SHAPED TO HIS 
SOUL'S DEEPEST DESIRES... HIS FEMALE IDEAL GIVEN FOR^, 




M And so it was that tyr of anmut roamed 

llTHE LANDS OF MANY CLIMES.. . SEEKING. .. 
slaying, GODS, AND fif^H WHO WORSHIPPED 
THEM. ..50 SHERA IVOULP LIVE IN THE FLESH... 
J FOR HtM... 




if"HEy HeARD AN UNHOUY CHANT FROM 
WITHIN THETEMPLE.THEV FOLLOWEPTHE 
PAMP STAIRCASE, CARVED FROM THE VERV 
BOWELS OF THE MOUNTAIN, TO A WELL-LIT 
CHAMBER. AND T/R SAW HIS QUARRY 
...ABOUT TO TAKE ANOTHER SOUL... 





The PRIEST'S body had not yet hit the cavern 

FLOOR WHEN THE GOPSLAYER HIT THE VOTARIES OF KAL) 
WITH A FURY THAT LEFT A CRtMSON rtWKE BEHINP HIM.' 



Anp,^^^p^s tyr spun around 
at the priestres5' cry, he saw 

THE IDOL OF KALI ffeAC» I^OR H/M/ 

AND HE KNEW, THEN, THAT KALI WAS 
WITHIN HIS IDOL/ 



Tt^^^^BS; 



r^v. 



-A "~)C 



Amp when its last VIBRATICNS had FADEP into the NfSHT, 
TYR OF ANMUT, THE GOOSLAYER, STOOP OUIETLY LOOKING 
POWN AT THE STONE SHARDS OF THE IDOL OF KALI. HE 
5HRUGGEP AND TURNED TO RETRIEVE H(5 MACE... 





He saw,,. AND, AT LAST, HE /^N£W. SUD- 
DENLY, HE FELT MUCH OLDER. ..AND SAPPER 
...THAK EVER BEFORE, AND, OODLX HE FELT 
...PITY. FOR HE HAD CAUSED THE PASSIN6 
OF MANY MEN, AND TIVO GODS... YET... 
BEFORE THIS AVDMENT... 




A SP'KE WAS AMSSIN&. ONLY TWO /VVOKE 
... HE HAD KNOWN WHEN BANE HAD HAD 
NO EFFECT ON THE IDOL, AND THE FEMALE 
HAD SPOKEN. FOR TYR KNEW THAT NO WERE 
PRIESTESS COULD CO/WVMN{} A 60D.' 
WEARILY, HE TOOK UP THE MACE AND LEFT 
KALI FOR THE FLAMES... 



The FLAMES FROM THE TEMPLE f 
\0 LIGHT THE NfGHT SKY. SOMEHOW, 
THE AIR WAS CLEANER NOW. AND THE I 
GOPSLAYER RODE OUT INTO THE NIGHT, I 
LEAVING DEATH BEHINPHIA^., - 
THE NEXT TIME... 





IF WE COULP GET THE A54-W 
IN THE OPEN,.. OfSC£/SS TM 


^££L//^/GS OUT 
ro HAVE A 

\i\TH you! J 


■ 


^K)l 1 I WANT ^ 

^H 1 \ TALK V 


I 


Wi^A 


^ ■ 


■ 


L\ ^Ti^^^H 


\^|L=r 


n 




% 




ART BY SYD SHORES/STORY BY AL HEWETSON 



BUT AfO/ EVEN DARLENE DOESN'T KNOw/ 
ALTHOUGH I THINK SHE SUSPECTS.., WE'VE 
TALKED ABOUT IT OFTEN ENOUGH/ 



ANP TOMORROW NIGHT,, 
ra&tO^nOIV, IT'LL BE 




JUST HW» 00 you 

THINK yOU'RE t — 
TALKING TOy 






A Afl'ft? THAT'S WHO/ X'/W \ 
SICK A//^ T/^ee OF fT/ 

yOU'RE PHIL'S WIFE, 
NOT AMNE... AND I fCNOW 
WHAT yOU'RE UP TO/ 
DON'T THINK YOU'RE 
GOING TO SETAVWAV 
WITH IT/ 



fGETAWAy WITH W»AT, J)M? YOU 
HAVE NO RIGHT... HO RIGHT AT 
ALL TO SPEAK TO >Wy WIFE LIKE 

\ THAT' I SUGGEST yOU COOL IT 

n:^_ for one NIGHT/ 



ix- . 



IVhe next 

\ MORNING,.. 



"fu!#W 



/look. JIM... I'A^ SORRy , 

I ABOUT THE WAY I TALKEP 1 

TO you LAST NISHT/ I j 

I KNOW you AND DARLENE 

DON'T GET ALONG AND,,. / 

WELL, I JUST LOST my/ 

TEMPER/ '" 




TOO MUCH mJ^/f AROUND 

HERE, YES... r VALUE OUR, 
PARTNERSHIP H/GMLY/ YOUi/E 
MADE THIS BUSINESS 
WHAT IT IS TODAY . ^ 

JIM, AND r ^_. _--^ <^^ 
" DON'T ^'- ' 

REALLY 
REALLY 
KNOW 
_ HOW TO 

YOU ' 




THS WATER BELOW IS PEEP 
*NOU6H/ WHAT HAVE I TO 
t/l'* FOR... NOTHIHS... NO 
FUTURE AT ALL ... ONLy 
omATH ANDMISERX' 



/yVO' WHV SHOULD I KILlN 

/ MYSELF? WHY SHOULD I 

SUFFER LIKE THIS? I'/« 

STILL HEALTHY.. I HAVE 

MANY YEARS BEFORE 

\ ME.' 




yOi/'Cl. PfiOMfSS,-. OH, CWRLENE/ 
Z'M THE WHO SHOULP BE FULL OF 
PROMISES, T'/M THE ONE WHO 
SHOULP... IF you ONLV KNEW WHAT , 
I'VE BEEN TH/f/^/A/a/y 




AS CGAfG AS yOi^ U^£. £». -T/M? WELL, 
THAT OUGHT TO MAKE PHIL VER/ HAPPX.. THAT'S 
WHV HE WORKEP SO HARD ON THAT PiAA/r/f£K 
yOUVE SO GRATEFULLY PLACEP IN >-OUR 
ROOH\... THAT i/l^f PANTHER SOFTLY 
TRIPPING ON PAPDEP PAWS TOWARP YOUR 
SLEEPING FORM, WHOSE SLASHING FANGS 
ANP CLAWS WILL 0E PULLING AND TEARING 
AT yOUR UNSUSPECTING PtESH... THAT 
PANTHER WHO WAS TREATEP WITH A NEW 
CM£M/CAL PHIL WORKED SO HARD TO 
PEVELOP, A VERY SPECIAL CHEMICAL THAT 
INPUCES TEAlPORARy SUSPENOEP 

Aff/A^ATtON/ MMBE YOU SHOULD 

HAVE TRUSTED YOUR St/SP/CtONS. JIM 
BECAUSE WHILE ALL THIS MAKES PHIL 
VERY HAPPY, YOU'RE GOING TO FIND.,. 

XT'S SR//yi/ 



'^«^- 



^'^, 



THAT C^eM/CAC PHIL PEVELOPeP^ 
MAY BE GREAT FOR GETTING RID 
OF HIS POOR PARTNER, I SET IT 
RUtNS THE BUSINESS/ WOULP 
YOU WANT TO BUY A STUFFEP 
ANIMAL IF THE STUFFING MIGHT- 
TURN OUT TO ee yoe/? better 

, SEE WHAT X'Ve PEVELOPEP IN 
THE NEXT STORY INSTEAD.^ 



rfN THE VEAR 30 3,C., THE tMPERIAL ROMAN EAVPrRE 

ENCOMPASSEP THE NEW WORLD REACHING AS FAR WEST AS 
MYSTERIOUS, FOGSHROUPEP BRrTTANIA/ ORIGINALLY THE 
ROMANS HAD COME WEST TO BRJTTANIA FOR ONE THING 
ONLY... TIN.., A METAL OF NO GREAT VALUE IN ITSELF 
PUT ESSENTIAL TO THE PRODUCTION OF BRONZE,' VET 
THE ROMANS DIP NOT ALWAYS FIND THE MINING OF 
TIN A SIMPLE TASK, SOMETIMES THE ROMANS BOUGHT 
THE TIN WITH THEIR LIVES/ AND IT WAS THEN THEY 
KNEW.-. 




ART BY THE BROTHERS CIOCHETTI/STORY BY BUDDY SAUNDERS 



StLNT HI& e^S IflLU oliN SOVERNOR OF 6R1TTANIA 
, ?":5'lT.-.Jlir,^'.rr^, ,,= ^. I OLLOWAU PRIEST AWONG 

DRUIPS. CURSEP AMONG 
ROWANS IS BOUNP TO 
PEATH ey CRUCIFtXION, 
A FIT PUNISHMENT 
FOR THE SLAUGHTERS 

HE HAS iNFUicreo 
UPON Bowve's 
ARMIES/ 




1 




Two WEEKS LATER THE PRUIP OLLOWAU 
MIGHT HAVE BEEN FORGOTTEN/ BUT 
FOR ONE THIN©/ 



SO WHAT? PRUIOS KILL 
ROMANS, ROMANS KILL 
PRUtPSf 



HERICLITUS ANP HITTAKAR 
ARE PEAO/ PO you HEAR, 
PVLUSPtfif/fl^/ 





But ARCHrAS pid not 

FORGET— COUt-P NOT 
UNTIL FORSET FULNESS 
CAWe TOTALUy... 

FINALLY 



I AM SORRV PVLUSA 
I WILL SEE THAT HE 

RECEIVES AN I . r,._ . 

HONORABLE^ X HAPPEN? J 
FUNERAL-': 



HE PRCJWNEP-- FELL PCWN AWELL IN 
THE NIGHT/ AS YOU KNOW, HE HAS GIVEN 
TO PRINKING HEAVILY OF LAT E/ IN THE 

PARKNESS 




The NEXT PAV 

PVLUS WAS 
SUM/WONEP 
BEFORE THE 
PRIMUS PILUS 

SENIOR 
CENTURION 
OF THE FIRST 
COHORT/ 




9UT PVLUS' HAPPINESS SOON FAPEP ANP 
TURNEP TO PREAP-. 




ART AND STORY BY ALAN WEISS 
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'now.' I IVANNA TR?1 
THIS NEW POWER/J 


.av.-..- 




SiijksH? 
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I^HEN, THROUSW THE PRONT UOOR WALKS 
TM6 FASTEST GUN IN THE ARIZONA TERRITORY. 




In the olp west, so/wetimes only the 
Barest excuse was neeped to... 




START A SUNFIGHT/ Wha ' I FEEL CALM,^ 
"VCONFIPENT' NO TRACE, 





H'S PIRST TEST OVER, CHARLV 
PITCH GAINED A REPUTAT/ON, 
ANP A NICKWAWe.' WHERE 
rHE WAS SUNSMOKE, THERE 

6LASTEP H(3 WAV rOl^ARC 
BECOMING THE OBAQUBS>T 
SUN IN THe WEST, 




Bur CHARLy'5 FAME IS 
NOT WITHOUT IT'S PRICE/ 
NOW HE HA5 NO FRIENDS/ 
HE CAN TRUST NO ONE/ 
HE AHUST Sfr WITH HiS 
BACK TO THE WALL/ 


1 


X*/ '^' 


■| 




1 


^^^H 


1 


k. 



Yes, charlv was fearless 

IN A FAIR GUNF/fiHT, 9UT 

THE TIME BETWEEN TM05E 

FIGHTS IVAS A NIGHTMARE/ 



Everyday life became an enplhss 
succession of tortured thoughts, 
lonely nights, anp emptv pays/ 

...then, the last thing he would 
have expected, happened/ he was 
faced with... guilt/ his own 
inwardly prawn mind becaaae 
his worst enemy... one he coulp 
neither escape nor cope with/ 

faces returnep to minp, the 
tortured expressions worn at 
peath glarep at him/ wipows anp 
fatherless chilpren caused by 
the flash of his pjstol.' 



The burpen of his 
power became too great' 




Calwly, chablv waits for 
the laughter to ole pown. 
then, eyeing billy coldly 

7^ 




/only seat you by a^ 

, SIMPLE MATTER OF ' 
SENIORiry/ SENK 



Anp then, as charly looks 
up from the pusty, 0loop- 
stainep street he see5, 



MOUNT/NG QUICKLY, 
CHARLY FOLLOWS THE 
OBJECT OF HIS HfllREP 
OUT OF TOWN ANP 
PEEP INTO THE 
PBSERT/ 





ART AND STORY BY PAT BOYETTE 



r 






NOW, (GENTLEMEN ,.I WILL 
NOT RUPTURE YOUR 
eENSlB!LITE5 WITH EXACT 
PETAILe OF HOW WE 
BELIEVE MR. FIG SURl/IVEP 
FOR THREE WEEKS IN -A 
PLACE THAT OFFERED 
WATER SEEPAGE . . . BUT 




Vet.. WHEN RAIN FORCED HIM FROM Hie 
SANCTUARY.. HE WAS NOT SUFFERING FROM 
ANY LACK OF NOURISH/WENT.' SINCE NO 
I COULD HAVE SO EXI5TEP WITHOUT 
-EFFECT, WE OAN ONLY CONCLUPE.. 
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iM YOUR pRiv/iTE m^mcomm^j 




NOW! IN ONE BOOK!! 

THE ORIGINAL COLLECTION OF 

FLASH 

GORDON 

COMIC STRIPS! 

152 -PAGE HARD COVER 
11" X 14" PICTURE BOOK 



K; 
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AMAZING SPACE-AGE ADVENTURES! 



Here are collected the fantastic adventures of science- 
fiction comics' greatest hero— FLASH GORDON as 
written and drawn by master artist Alex Raymond! 
Here's all the excitement of today's Space Age in 
never-to-be-forgotten episodes created over thirty 
years ago! Here are the very same characters and 
eerie-situations which formed the basis for Holly- 
wood's famous movie serials starring Buster Crabbe ! 



UNBELIEVABLE WEIRD CREATURES! 



When Flash. Dale Arden and Dr. Zarkov rocketed into 
space for the first time in 1934, ahead lay countless 
perils amid the unbelievable creatures and monsters 
of far distant worlds! Over the years these early strips 
have become true collectors' items with frantic fans 
paying as much as $150 for a book of comic reprints. 
Now, for the first time, these classic adventures have 
been preserved in a quality hard-cover book weighing 
almost four pounds! A large 11" x 14" in size, each page 
represents a complete Sunday strip— altogether 139 
strips in continuous sequence plus the famous "first" 
strip in full color! Printed on top quality, time-defying 
paper this fabulous book is designed to last and will 
give you many hours of enjoyment! Truly, it's the . 



BUY OF A COLLECTOR'S LIFETIIME ! 



ONLY 

$10 95 



13^ 



SPECIAL ADDED 

An introductory biography ot Alex Raymond 
by noted artist Al Williamson, leading expo- 
nent ol the Raymond style' today and a 
contributor to Warren Publications! 



CAPTAIN COMPANY 



